FIRST  OVER EVEREST
soon supplied the oil for the wheels of communication to run
smoothly.
Then there was Sayid Ali, whom Etherton put in charge of
stores and expeditionary gear.
Sayid Ali came from Slacker's regiment, the Guides, one of
the few corps in India that has a permanent home. There they
keep all the family heirlooms from trophies of the chase and
the loot of war down to Buddhist statuary. There is a swim-
ming-bath in the garden of the officer's mess and a huge wire
and muslin contraption that looks like a gigantic meat safe in
which breakfast is taken in the hot weather free from the
flies.
They say that the Guides are recruited from the pick of the
fighting races in India, and you can see them strolling about the
lines in enormous baggy trousers with the light of battle in their
eyes. It is their home as it was that of their fathers, for die
militant clanman puts his son's name down for the Guides as
we should put ours down for the "Senior."
There is something distinctly alluring about these North
Indian and frontier Moslems. They are so jovial and devil-
may-care, so independent and so hospitable and courteous on
occasion. With them fighting is a passion, and those beyond
the frontier are always challenging the authority and strength
of the British forces, and when not engaged in fighting a com-
mon enemy they quarrel among themselves. The battle and
plunder-loving tribes of these rugged mountain areas are
continually on the look out for an opportunity to descend
from their rocky fastnesses into the plains to plunder and kill.
It appeals to them, for war is both a business and a pastime.
When they are not defying the suzerain power, there is the
blood feud, an ancient and honourable institution to which all
else is subservient. Any insult or injury must be wiped out by
gun or knife, according to a code of rules.
Up in the mountainous tracts of the north-west frontier
where the eye looks over naught but peaks, ravines and canyons,
cold and gaunt and ghostly too, with memories of dead men
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